brother, Pompeius. The box just beside her nearest to
the stage was empty. The one next to it was empty.
The one beyond that contained two ladies, in green
costumes. She thought that the Greens showed very
poor spirit in accepting invitations and then not using
the seats. The Precentor called her to the back of the
stage for a moment. He said that someone in the passage
wanted a word with her. She hoped that this might be
Justinian, but it proved to be Theophanes. He was in
the dark and narrow passage which led to the dressing-
rooms,

"I heard you were here," he said, speaking thickly.

He seemed scared of being seen; he kept huddled from
the light,

"Are you ill?" she asked.

"I hoped I might have a word," he said.

"Certainly," she answered. "Was there some
message?"

She was more and more puzzled by him. He was
scared, agitated and shaking.

He bent very close to her and whispered: "That door
on to the stage, actors' right. Get it wedged."

"Wedged?" she whispered.

"Here," he whispered. "Quick." He had a heavy
package in his hand under his cloak; he thrust it into
her grasp. "Never say you saw me," he said,

He slid away from her at once, keeping his face
screened, with his hands over his eyes, as though he had
received dreadful news. She heard him pause at the stage
door before slipping out; she looked at her package. It
was a piece of cheap green cloth, such as made count-
less hangings on the election wagons; it contained a
heavy wooden wedge and a mallet.

That door on to the stage, actors' right, led into the
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